FOUR       TALES         BY       Z   E   L   I   t>   E

him to the door Cecilia came and kissed me. " You
are thanking me," I said. She blushed; I em-
braced her tenderly. Tears flowed from my eyes.
She saw them, and I am sure that she read in them
an exhortation to be wise and prudent, to her far
more persuasive than the most eloquent discourse.
But here arc my brother-in-law and his wife; I am
compelled to Stop.

Everything  is  iepeated,  eveiythmg becomes
known here in an instant.   My biother-m-law has
learned that I had refused to let for a very high
price an apartment of which I made no use.   He is
my daughter's guaidian.   He, himself, lets apart-
ments to Strangers in his own house, sometimes
even the whole of his house.   Then he retires to
the country and temains there.    He therefore
thought me very Strange, and blamed me hugely.
The only reason that I gave him was that it did not
appear to me convenient to let.   This fashion of
answering seemed to him intolerably high.   He
was beginning indeed to get angry in earnest when
Cecilia spoke up and said that I doubtless had
reasons that I did not wish to give; that these
reasons muSt be held to be good and that I ought
not to be further pressed.   I kissed her to thank
her and saw the tears rise to her eyes. My brother-
and siSter-in-law withdtew without knowing what
to think of either mother or daughter.   I shall be
blamed by the whole town,   Cecilia alone will be
on my  side,  and>  perhaps,  the young lord's
governor.
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